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TWe's  aiii JBfcS:  iSfoiiik^that  wons  in  yoi 
glen, 

tlie  ktegV         ftHows  and  walelo' auii 
men ; 

He  hjp.s  gowd  in  hi^  coffers,  he  has  owsen  an( 
kine, 

Anclae  bojiny  Jassie,  his  dapling  and  mine. 

She's  fresh  as  the  rnornuig,the  fairest  in  May 
She's  swetst  as  thee'eninganiong  the  new  hay 
As  blythe  alnd  as  artless  as  '  3  lamb  on  th 
the  lea, 

And  dear  to  my  heart  as  the  light  to  my  ee. 

But  O  she's  an  heiress,  auld  Robin's  a  laird 
And  my^  daddie  has  nought  but  a  cot-hous 
arid  yard ; 

A  woeer  like  me  mactma  hope  to  come  speed. 
The  wounds  I  must  hide  that  will  soon  be  m 
dead. 

The  day  comes  to  me,  but  delight  brings  m 
name ; 

Th«  night_comes  to  me,^  but  my  rest  It  is  gan(i 
1  wander  my  lane  like  a  night  troubled  ghais 


.lid  I  sigh,  as  my  heart  it  ^Vj^  :,fa^rst  my 
breast^. 

),  had  she  but  been  «f  lower  degree, 
then  might  have  hbpj4  she  would  smile  u-» 

poll  fne !  ; 
)  how  past  desci'iving  liad  then  been  my 
now  my  distraction  no  words  can  express. 


THE  GbWDEN  LOCKS  ANNA. 

Yestreen  I  had  a  pint  o'  wine, 

A  place:,  where  body  saw  ; 
Yestreen  lay  on  this  breast  o'  xnir\^ 

The  gowden  lojpks  Anaa. 
The  hungry  Jew  in  wilderness 

Rejoicing  o*er  his  maniia, 
Was  naething  to  my  hinny  bliss 

Upon  the  lips  o'  Anna. 

Ye  monarchs  tak  the  east  and  west, 

Frae  Ihdits  to  Sayannah  ! 
Gie  me  within  tny  straining  grasp 

The  melting  form  pfA^nna. 
There  Fll  des^pise  ipipeiial  ch^rois, 

An  Empress  pi;  ^ultanci, 
While  dying 'raptures  in  beivarms 

I  give  and  take  with  Anna. 
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Awa.  tliou  flamiting  go^l  'a^day, 

Avra  thou  pale  Diairha  ! 
Ilk  star  gae  hide  thy  twinkling  ray 

When  l^m  tameet  ray  Anna. 
Come,  in  thy  rfv-mplumagej  night, 

Suni  moon,^^and  §tars  withdrawn  a^ 
^nd  bring  an  angel  pen  to  write 

l&fy  transports  wi' my  Anna. 


IT  WAS  UPON  A  LAMxMAS  ICIGI^T. 

It  was  upon  a  Lammas  night, 
When  corn  rigs  are  bonnie, 
Beneath  the  mopn^s  unclouded  light, 

hied  awa  to  Annie  ; 
The  time  flew  by  wi^  tfen f less  li^eed, 

Till  Hween  the  late  and  early  : 
Wi<  sma*  persuasion  she  agreed 
To  see  me'thro^the  barley, 
t  Or  com  rigs,  and  barl ey  sigs, 
An*  corn  rigs  are  bonnie  : 
HI  ne'er  forget  that  happy  night 
Amang  the  rigs  wi^  Annie. 

The  sky  was  blue,  :  the  wind  Was  still, 
The  mocfn  was  khining  c/early ; 

1  set  her  down  wi  right  good  will, 
Amang  the  rigs  barley: 
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I  kent  her  heart  was  d^  my  niu^ 
I  loe*d  her  most  stnc(^reiy  ; 

I  kiss\ldierpw^e  aiid  owre  again, 
Amang  the  rigs barley  T 

[  locked  her  in  myefbijd  *©^ brace 

Mer  heart  was  bB^tirtg  kirely  : 
My  blessmgs  on  that  happy  plate, 

Arnang  the  rigs  ^o*  biiriey  ^  , 
But  by  tlie  iwon  anU  ist^its^^^o  yrigh't^ 

That  shone  thax4bipisi:i'^leiirfy  1 
iyhe  ay  slvall  ^bless  ithut  hnp^y^iiight^^ 

Amang  the  rigs  o'  bartey.  ' 

'.  hae  been  b!y the  wi'  c,omrades  dear, 
I  hae.beeiitterry^drinkin'^; 

[  hae  been  j oy fti '  ga th er i n  gea r, 
Irba0  t[«?eri"hnpjiy  thiiikin^^ 

hit  of     theplea^tir^s  e'er  r  saw'- 
Tho^  three  times  doiibled  fairly/ 

rh at  happy  night  was  w6rth  theni 
Amang  the  rigs  o^  barley. 


THE  BANKS  Q^'dOGN. 
bafiks  and  braes  oVbonny  Doon, 
iow  can  ye  bloeuii^  sae  fresh  ^iiid  fair  i 
1^'  can  ye  chant,  ye  little  birds, 
ind  I  sae  weary  fu!  oVGm'e, 


That  wanton  -th^Qugh  the  pow'ry  thjoni ; 
mind  me  o' c!%arted  jo\;Sy  . 

Departed  never  to' return. 
OfH)ae  I  jwni^||^{|ljij(^^y  D^o^ 

To  see  the  rom  fL^hji  woodbine  twine; 
Whar  ilka  bijHir^f  ^'^t^ 

And  fondly  sae  did  I  mine. 
Wi^  iigiitsf^}^  t^egitilT  rose, 
Fu^  8weet'np4^iit^]$hQa'ny_tiree  ^ 
And  my  fau|g^Jc^%  has:^^  Ipwii  the  rose. 

But  ah  !  lie^left  the  thorn  wi*  me; 


DOWN  THE  BURN  I^AVIE. 

When  trees  did  bnd  a n^l, fields  were  green, 

And  broom  blooin/d  (kir  tA  ; 
When  Mary , was  complete  fifteen, 

And  love  li^ugh*4      her  ee  ; 
Blythe  Davy^s  blinks  her  heart  did  move 

To  speak  her  mind  thus  free, 
Gang  down  the  burn,  Davie,  love. 

And  I  wilX  foilowi  thee. 

, .  ■  ■    ■  ' 
Now  Davie  did  each  M  s^urpiass 
That  dwelt  on  t|iiR:  hmm  side  ; 
And  Mary  was  the  fe^m^iest  Jass, 
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Just  meet  to  be  a'bride. 

Blythc  DavbS  Ijlinks, 

Her  cheeks  were  rosy  red  and  white. 

Her  een  wei  e  -  borlnV  blue; 
i-ler  looks  werc'like  Adi^oni  hrigjit, 

l^cr  lipo  Vihe  dropping  dew. " 

'  '  Bij  the  Daviess  blinks^^  &c. 

His  cheeks -to  her^s  he  fondly  laid  5' 

.She  cried.  Sweet  love  be  true;  ^'^ 
And  when  a  wile,  us  now  a  maid. 
To  death  I'll  follow  you. 

Blythe  D  avie^s  blinks,  S^c, 

As  fate  had  dealt  to  him  a  roiith. 
Straight  to  the  kirk  he  led  her ; 

There  plighted  h^r  his  faith  and  trutlj, 
And  a  bortiiy  bride  he  made  her, 

iSo  more  ashamed  tp  own  her  lore, 
Or  speak  her  love  thus  free; 

Gang  dov/n  the  burn,  Davie,  love 
And  I  will  follow  tliee* 


1 


BRUCE'S  ADDRESS. 


Scots  wha  hae  wi'  Wallace  bled, 
§cqXs  wham  Bruce  has  aften  led, 


. .  ;8;  . 

Wekonie  tp  your  gory J^^d, 

Or  to  glorious  victory. 
Now's  die'claj^vand^now^s  the  hour, 
Seethe  front  ot'lpattlq  louTj 
See  approach  proud  Ed  weird's  powoi'J 

Edward,  chains,  and  slavery. j 

Wha  will  be  a  traitor  knave  ? 
Wha  wad  fill  a  coward's  gravo  ? 
Wha  sae  base  as  be  a^slave? 

Traitor,  toward,  turn  and  flee. 
Wha  for  "Scotland'^  kio^^  and  la 
Freedom's  ^^^vvord  wifl  stron.»ly  draw?' 
Fi^eeman  stand  or  freemafi  fa*, 

Cakdonian  on  \v:iVme, 

By  oppression's  woes  and  pain 
By  your  sops  in  servile  chains. 
We  will  dra'ii  our  dearest  veins. 

But  the}';  shall  be— shall  be  free* 
Lay  ttie  proud  usurper  low, 
Tyrants  fall  in  every  foe 
liberty's  in  every  blow  ,v 

For  ward — let  us  do  or  die*^ 

r  FINIS. 


